
A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Dem Well roard Lyon. 

Duke. Well runne Thisbie. 

Dutch, Well flioone Moone . Truely the Moone fliines 
with a good grace. 

Du’te. Well mouz’d Lyon. 

£><?>». And then came Piramus. 

Lyf And fo the Lyon vanifiit. 

Enter P tram us . 

Pyr,S weete Moone, I thank thee for thy funny beames, 

I thanke thee Moone,for fhiningnow fo bright. 

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering beanies, 

I trull to take of trued Thisbte fight. 

But day : 6 fpighc ! but marke,poorc knight. 

What dreadfull dole is here ? 

Eyes do you fee } how can it be ! 

O dainty ducke, 6 deare ! 

Thy mantle good, what daind with blood ? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O fates come,come,cut thred and thrum, 

Quaile,crufli, conclude,and quell. 

Duke. This paflion.and the death of a deare friend would 
goe neere to make a man looke fad. 

Dutch, Belhrew my heart.but I pitty the man. 

Pir.O wherefore Narure,didft thou Lyonsframe^ 
Since Lyon vilde hath heere deflour’d my deare; 

Which is,no,no, which was the faired dame 
That liu’d,that lou’d.that lik*t,that look’t with cheere. 
Cometcares confound,out fword and wound 
The pap of Pyramus : 

I, that left pap.where heart doth hop ; 

Thus die I,thus, thus, thus. 

Now am I dead, now amIfled,myfou]e,isin the sky. 
Tongue lofe thy light,Moone take thy flight. 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. 

Dem, No Die.but an ace for him ; for he is but one. 
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T Lefle then an ace man.For he is dead, he is nothing. 
D%. With the hclpe of aSurgeon.he might yetreco- 

m DutckB ^chance Moone-lhine is gone before? 
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Dut. SSnkcs 8 fte fed not vfe a long one for fuch 

a Viramus : I hope (he will be briefe. . 

Dem A Moth will turne the ballance, which Ptramus , 

which Thisbie is the better hee for a man, God warnd vs ; 

fhefor a woman,Godbleffevs. ... . r 

Lyf. She hath fpied him already, with thofc fweete eies. 
Dem.hnd thus fhe meanes ytidelicit. 

Thtf Afleepe my Loue ? What,dead my Doue . 

Vakc/Fahe.Quit^ dumbe ? Dead,dead ? A toombe 

Mud couer thy fweete eies. 

Thefe lilly lips,this cherry nofe, 

Thcfe yellow cowflip cheekcs 
A re gone, are gone ; Louers make mone t 
His eyes were greene as Leekes. ; 

O fiders three,come,come to me. 

With hands as pale as milke. 

Lay them in gore.finceyou haue fliore 
With {heeres,his thred of filke. 

Tongue not a word, come trudy fword. 

Come blade,my bread imbrew : 

And farwell friends, thus Thisbie ends ; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, , , . 

£>«%.Moone-lhine and Lyon are left to bury the dead. 

Deme.\, and Wall too. 

Lyon. No, I allure you the wall is downe, that parted 
theirFathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or to 
heare a Bereomask dance,betweene two of our company - 
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